SIR LEWIS MORRIS
Now to larboard, now to starboard, shattered, tossed
from side to side,
Helpless rolls the great Armada, shorn of all its pomp
and pride.
Down between those toppling ridges, groaning, strain-
ing in his place,
David Gwyn among the oarsmen sits with triumph in
his face.
Then amid the roaring seas, when hope was gone and
death was near,
And the hearts of all the Spaniards sinking, failing them
for fear,
Boldly to the haughty Captain, David Gwyn the oars-
man went,
Veiling with a fearless frankness all the depth of his
intent.
'Quick, Senor! the ship is sinking; like her consort will
she be,
Buried soon with slaves and freemen, fathoms deep be-
neath the sea.
Give me leave and I will save her; I have fought the
winds before,
Fought and conquered storms and foemen many a time
on sea and shore.'
And the haughty Captain, knowing David Gwyn a sea-
man bold,
Since upon the Spanish main the foemen sailed and
fought of old,
Answered, turning to his prisoner: cSave the ship, and
thou shalt gain
66